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When We're Rich 


He could have been famous. He could have been someone. But he was playing for the crowds. Crowds of 


commuters, that was. 


Morning had dawned dull and grey with the threat of rain dangling over the city like a sword. In a few short 
weeks tourist season would be in full swing. But, at the present moment, the weather and temperature, made 


it feel as though they were in the middle of a new ice age. 


His alarm went off again, reminding him that it was most definitely time to get out of bed and earn the money 


that would keep them in the shoebox sized apartment. Groaning, Dave rolled over and slammed him hand on top 


of the clock. 


He'd arrived in London a year earlier with little more than his guitar and a rucksack full of clothes. His native 
home of California no longer appealed to him, judging him on his age and his appearance. With his long, dark 
hair, beard and copious amounts of tattoos, Dave was little more than a washed up wannabe. Someone who 
should have made it but didn't quite hit the mark. At forty six years young, he was most definitely over the 
hill in the eyes of Los Angeles. 


So he'd packed up his worldly belongings and headed for London For the first month, he'd stayed in a shady 
hostel beside one of the city's main stations. From there, he'd done everything he had to, including getting a 
visa and a better, warmer, bed to sleep in. Finding someone he could fuck for a few weeks so he had a place to 
crash had been the goal. Instead, he'd found himself falling in love, something that definitely hadn't been on the 


cards. 


Crawling out of bed, Dave wrapped the thick duvet around himself and took the five steps from the bed to the 
kitchen. Or what constituted the kitchen anyway. The entire apartment was crammed in to one room at the top 
of one of London's many old buildings. The bed, kitchen, and living area were all jostled for space. A door lead to 
a separate bathroom while another lead to the six flights of stairs that took them to the street outside. It 


was home, the space he shared with David 


Dave smiled as he thought of David Leaning against the work surface, Dave waited for the kettle to boil and 
thought back on his initial few days in London. He'd met David in a Starbucks. David was fifty with a GED and a 
degree from some mail order college. Like Dave, he was a transplant from the States. Minnesota to be exact. 
He'd followed some guy to London, been dumped, and decided to stay. Like Dave, David had hoped for more 
from life. Instead, he'd wound up thousands of miles from home and brewing coffee in a Starbucks for a living. 


Not the ideal situation but it paid the bills. 


He'd ordered a black coffee to go that day. But not before he'd flashed David his impish grin and attempted to 
charm his way in to David's pants. David had given him a forced smile and told him to get bent. Dave had 
thought his luck was out until he looked at the paper Starbucks cup. There, on the side, was a phone number. 
David's phone number to be exact. That evening, he'd made his way to David's £900-a-month-shoebox/studio- 
apartment and settled in 


Filling a travel mug with coffee, Dave made himself look half way presentable before grabbing his guitar and 
making his way down to the street. 


He'd pulled the slow shift for the next few days, the dead time between the morning rush hour and lunch. 
Thankfully, he'd also drawn one of the busier stations that allowed busking. The place would be teeming with 
tourists looking to get to the sights of the city. Dave hoped that a few of them would stop, or at least drop a 


few coins into his open guitar case. 


Oasis and The Beatles were popular among the Tube's buskers so Dave tried to change it up a bit. Sure, he 
loved The Beatles. Adored them, even. But if that was what people were hearing every day then they were less 
likely to pay. Every other musician on the Underground played Yellow Submarine so Dave tried to give them 


some of the band's lesser known songs. 


He started with Blackbird, his eyes watching the crowd. Dave's sultry, husky voice echoed around the white 
tiled tunnel. A few travellers slowed as they listened and a few coins tumbled in his direction David smiled and 
nodded in the direction of the donors. A piece of paper fluttered into Dave's open guitar case and, for a 


moment, he hoped for paper money. But it was just a scrawled phone number, given to him by a lady with long 


red hair and a narrow waist. Dave just smiled at her. 


Phone numbers. He got that a lot. Mostly from women, but also from a few men. From time to time, he 
thought of acting on them, calling them up and seeing how much they'd give for a night with him. But, as time 
wore on, Dave had realised that his heart didn't lie with making as much money as possible. As he'd sat in bed 
on cold winter night, he'd realised that all he needed was his music, a little cash, and the exhausted man who 
was curled up beside him. It had broken Dave's heart to think that he could so easily have stepped out on the 


man who'd opened his home, and his heart, to Dave. 


Transport for London assigned each busker a two hour slot five days a week. The musicians were never in the 
same spot every day, instead being given a list of the stations they'd play every month. The hope was always 
the same; to get the ones with the highest footfall 


Rush hour was in full swing when Dave made his way back home. Platforms were crammed with people and 


trains came and went at regular intervals. 


Dave had been to a few of his regular haunts, pubs he drank in when he had a handful of spare change to 
dispose of. Somehow he'd managed to cajole two of them to allow him to play over the weekend. At the end of 
the day, it was extra money, something that they desperately needed living in London. 


The streets were cold and damp with the threat of even more rain hanging overhead. It was days like these 
that made Dave wonder why he'd ever even left the States. With his guitar slung over his back and his hands 
stuffed in his pockets, he made his way home. 


David was already home. Dave knew this because the other man's schedule was pinned to the tiny fridge. It 
was a schedule that was forever changing with people asking David to pick up their shifts or swapping with 
others. All with the aim to make a little more money. He was the "go to" guy of the store and it showed at 
the end of every week when he'd fall into bed, exhausted and nearly crippled. It broke Dave's heart and he did 


all he could to alleviate the other man's suffering. 


As he walked up to the tiny apartment, Dave could hear music coming from behind the green door. The paint 
was flaking and the brass number was burnished. The landing creaked beneath his feet. Opening the door, Dave 
smiled at the sight inside. 


David sat on the bed, his back pressed against the headboard. He wore an old baggy tshirt and a pair of grey 
sweatpants. His legs were elevated on a pillow and his long, blonde hair was braided down his back. David had a 
notepad in his lap and a pair of dollar store reading glasses on his nose. His familiar black and green uniform lay 


in a crumpled heap beside the bathroom door, waiting for someone to take them to the laundry. 


"Hey, baby," Dave said as he quietly closed the door. 


At that, David peered over his glasses at him. Strands of hair fell into his eyes and his face crinkled in to that 
wide, happy smile that Dave had first fallen in love with. 


"Hey," David softly replied. 


Standing his guitar in the corner, Dave sat on the end of the bed. He picked up David's right foot, dropped in to 
his lap and began to gently work his thumbs over the tired muscles. 


"How was your day?" 

"Same shit, different customers," David replied with a happy sigh. 

Dave watched as the older man closed his eyes and sank back against the bed. 
"The rents gone up," David said. 

"What?!" 

"Yeah, by a hundred and fifty a month." 

"Shit, David. What are we going to do?" 


David popped an eye open, the sultry smile still on his lips. "Well, you've gotta play harder. Plus, I've just been 
made shift supervisor so that's nearly an extra hundred a month." 


That caused Dave to pause. "Sorry? What? Shift supervisor?" 

David's smile widened. "Yep." 

Scrambling on to the bed, he pulled David in to a tight hug. "Oh yes! I'm so proud of you. So fuckin’ proud!" 
Beneath him, David laughed and protested as he gently pushed Dave away. Sitting back on his heels, Dave looked 
down at David. The older man was smaller than him in both height and weight. There were times when he 
worried for David and tried to encourage him to eat more. But David always gave him that sad little smile as 
he put more food on Dave's plate than his own. 


"Is there anything to eat?" 


David pushed the glasses back on to his nose before gesturing at the kitchenette. "There's leftovers from 
yesterday. Help yourself." 


Dave found a bowl of meat and pasta sauce along with a portion of spaghetti. Reheating it, he sat on the edge 
of the bed and looked at David. 


"So what are we gonna do about the rent?" 


David looked up and the sadness on his face made Dave's heart ache. "I hate to say this, but | think you need 
to get a job." 


Oh 
"| made £50 today," Dave meekly said. 
"Yeah, but can you make that constantly? Day in day out?" 


"You know | canl" he gently protested. "And summer's nearly here which means more people. And I've got a 
couple of slots at pubs this weekend. David, | can do this. Please, have faith in me!" 


David sighed and laid his notebook and pen to one side. He took off his glasses and placed them on the tiny 
bedside table. The cabinet was barely big enough to hold a lamp and the beaten up paperback that David was 


reading. 


"| do have faith in you, sweetie," David said. "But blind faith doesn't always make money. And that's what we 
need right now. Please don't think I'm nagging or hating on you, because l'm not. There's nothing more | enjoy 


than listening to you sing." David smiled softly. "You have a beautiful voice." 


Dave felt awful as he stared at his food. He wanted to play music. Wanted to write songs. Wanted to make 
David as happy as possible. But it all came down to the almighty money. And David was right. If they didn't 
meet the new rent demands then they'd be out on the street. There were plenty of other people who'd happily 
inhabit the tiny apartment. 


Reaching out, he touched David's leg. "Okay, I'll go and look tomorrow after I'm finished at the station" 


David smiled softly, his hand covering Dave's. "Thank you. | appreciate it. Really, | do." He paused, his eyes 
wandering around the room. "And who knows what the future will bring, right? Maybe someone will spot you 


and you'll record your songs and we'll have a bigger place.’ 
Grinning, Dave bent and kissed David's ankle. "We'll own all of London town" 


David gently stroked his fingers and Dave realised how much he loved these moments. Sure, they had the 
tiniest living space but it was filled with love and warmth. David was always happy to see him. There was 
always food on the table, no matter how hard it had been to come by. Most of all, David loved him, music and 


all. 


"Dave 
He swallowed the mouthful of meat and spaghetti. "Yeah?" 
"Will you sing that song you wrote?" 
"Which one, baby? I've written a lot" 
"The one about breathing out so you can breathe me in’ 


Dave smiled and placed his bowl to one side. Resting his head on David's tired legs, he gazed up at the older 
man. "I'll always sing that song for you. Always." 


Finishing off his meal, Dave took his bowl to the sink and got his guitar. Stretching out beside David, he stared 
in to the other man's hazel eyes as he began to softly play. He smiled as David curled up next to him, his eyes 
closed and head on Dave's shoulder. The older man hummed along, a serene little smile on his face. Dave 
realised that he didn't need a million warm beds and a million fucks to keep him happy. He just needed the love 


of a single good man. 

When the song came to an end, David whispered, "Another." 
"One of mine?" 

One hazel eye opened to look at him. "Please." 


Smiling, he pressed a kiss to David's temple before launching in to another gentle song. 


Dave had found that he enjoyed living in the tiny apartment. There was a Nomadic sense to living with few 
possessions and the ability to leave on a whim. The lease on their apartment was for six months at a time 
with the possibility of eviction forever hanging over them. In all respects, David and himself could up and leave 


with just a few short weeks notice. 


The following day found Dave at another Tube station As before, he stood on the marked semi-circle with his 
guitar case in front of him. For once, he decided to sing some of his own compositions and he watched as a 


few people slowed. Some smiled and a couple nodded. More coins dropped into his case. 


From the corner of his eye, he could see a black suited man watching him. Panic began to rise, threatening to 
overwhelm Dave. Why was he being watched? His visa was in date and he wasn't wanted by the police. As the 


song came to an end, the man stepped forward and pressed something into Dave's hand. 


"Call me," the suit said before he stepped into the throngs of tourists and commuters. 


Assuming it was another phone number from someone who wanted to get in to his pants, Dave went to shove 


it in to his pocket. But something made him stop and open his fingers. 


In his palm lay a fifty pound note. It was folded around something. Uncurling the money, Dave let out a quiet 
gasp. 


In his hand was a business card for Sony Music. His head swam as he stared at the simple piece of card. 


Dropping the guitar back in to its case, Dave leapt into the crowds. But the man was already gone, swallowed 


up by the waves of anonymous faces. 


His journey home took him past David's work place. The Starbucks David worked in was located at Victoria 
Station and Dave knew there was no way he'd get to speak to the older man to tell him the news. There would 


be a million people all looking for their caffeine fix. 

Standing on the concourse, Dave stared in through the open doors. Inside, people lined up to order before 
shuffling to pick up their drinks. There was seating both inside and out. He could see the staff, their familiar 
uniforms giving them away. David was there, his back to the door, as he worked the machines, creating the 
perfect drink for every person As he'd once told Dave, ninety-nine percent of Starbucks was all about the 
presentation. 

Dave watched as David placed two drinks on the counter and called the names. He couldn't hear David's voice 
above the din of the train station. When David turned, Dave smiled and waved, their eyes meeting across the 
busy concourse. David returned Dave's smile before going back to the coffee machines. 

Stepping into the crowded shop, Dave took his place at the end of the line. He found a handful of coins and, 
when he got to the register, he asked for a black coffee. From across the counter, he saw David twitch. Dave 
paid for the coffee and deposited the change into the tips jar. 

When the older man placed Dave's drink on the counter, Dave held out the business card. 

| know you're busy but | wanted you to see this." 

David took the card and Dave watched as his eyes widened. "Is this?" 


"Yeah. Some suit stopped me. Gave me a fifty note as well” 


David's eyes lifted and a small smile twitched his lips. As he reached to touch Dave's face, someone called him. 


"Gotta go. We'll talk later." And with a kiss to Dave's cheek, David was gone. 


Drinking his coffee, Dave watched his lover. There seemed to be a new spring to David's step. His sunny smile 


seemed a little wider. From time to time, he tossed glances in Dave's direction 


It was obvious he was going to beat David home. With the rent hike in sight, the older man had obviously 
picked up a few extra hours. Dumping his guitar in the corner, Dave made himself a coffee as he called the 
local restaurants. He was feeling optimistic for the future. There was a business card in his wallet and more 
money than normal burning a hole in his pocket. Once he'd booked a table, he filled a travel mug with coffee 
and hit the local shops. 

He wanted to buy something for David. Something which would tell the other man that Dave loved him with all 
his heart. Wandering around a secondhand store, Dave's eyes fell on something in a cabinet. Walking closer, he 


smiled. 


It was a silver necklace and, from it, hung a tiny silver pendant in the shape of Minnesota. The price tag, 


however, caused Dave to recoil. 


Looking up, he caught the eye of the shop's owner. "The Minnesota necklace? How about | give you eight for 
it?" 


The older gentleman shook his head. "Lowest l'm willing to go is sixteen" 

"Okay, ten’ 

"Sixteen" 

Dave sighed and turned his gaze back to it. He paused for a moment before asking, "How long have you had it?" 
"Why does that interest you?" the man replied 


"Because it's not making you money sitting in a cabinet. How many people are going to want a necklace of 
Minnesota, huh?" 


"Why do you want a necklace of Minnesota?" 
"Because that's where my partner's from," Dave replied. "Twelve, and that's my final offer.” 
The man sighed. “Fine. It's yours." 


Dave grinned as the man packaged up the necklace. Wishing the owner a good day, Dave left and made his way 


back to the apartment. 


With everything ready, Dave sat on the bed, his guitar in his lap. Dreams of stardom danced through his mind 
as he idly strummed. Was this his time? Would he be given the chance to show the world what he could do? 


Dave smiled when the door opened. David, weary from work, dragged himself in. He dumped his bag beside 
Dave's guitar case before dropping on to the bed. He took off his shoes and tossed them next to his bag. 
Placing his guitar on the floor, Dave reached for the older man and drew him in to his lap. David protested 
gently, squirming and trying to escape. To Dave, it was obvious that David didn't have the energy. 

With David in his lap, Dave said, "You look sexy." 

David laughed and sneered. "Yeah, right. | feel like shit and | stink of coffee and sweat." 

Dave pouted and pulled David closer. He wrapped his arms around the smaller man and buried his head in 
David's neck. Reaching up, he pulled the elastic from the end of David's braid and shook the other man's long, 


blonde hair out. Dave buried his nose in it, inhaling the bitter scent of coffee. 


"You smell great," he murmured, one hand sliding down to squeeze David's ass through the scratchy, black 


pants. 
Beneath his touches, David squirmed a little harder. "Dave, no!” 

"Dave, yes! | want you David. Want to make love to you in your uniform. Why don't you let me do it?" 
"Because | don't want tol Would you want me to fuck you if you were wearing this” 

"Hell, yes!" 

David tried to pull himself away. "Can | go and take a shower first?" 

"No. | want to pull your pants down and put my cock in you" 

A hand batted at his shoulder. "You're a pig’ 

"| know" Dave grinned. 

Pulling back, he looked at David. The older man was dressed in the brand's trademark black trousers and 
poloshirt. The Starbucks logo was prominently on show. The apron and baseball cap were no doubt shoved in 


David's bag, waiting to be washed. 


Sliding his hands in to David's hair, Dave pulled him in for a gentle kiss. His skin tingled and he felt lightheaded 
whenever they kissed. He loved David. Adored him and worshipped the ground he walked on. No one could 


compare to David and Dave was so glad that their paths had crossed If they hadn't, he'd probably have been 
back in the States within a month. 


"Let me love you," Dave murmured into the kiss. "Let me make those aches and pains go away." 

He could feel David relaxing against him. The older man's erection was pressed against Dave's slightly rounded 
stomach and Dave purred quietly. Slowly he eased David from his lap and to the bed. The mattress gave a sad 
sigh as Dave positioned pillows beneath David's hips and knees. There was a soft smile on David's face and he 
reached out to tuck stray hairs behind Dave's ear. The younger man grinned, loving how David blossomed even 
with the cloud of exhaustion hanging over him. 

"Love you," David murmured. 


"Love you, too." 


Dave peeled David's dirty work trousers from his legs. David's socks followed in their wake and, with the older 
man's feet his in lap, Dave gently began to massage the tight muscles. 


David squirmed beneath his touches. "Don't! Dave, please. | stink" 

Leaning down, Dave kissed David's feet. "Don't care. I'll love you no matter what you look like.” 

He knew that David had no reply to that. Instead, the older man lay back and smiled sweetly, his eyes forever 
on Dave and one hand massaging the bulge in his shorts. Finally, David's eyes fell shut and a soft sigh passed 
by his lips. 

"Please, Dave. Please come and make love to me." 


Dave wasn't going to turn down that offer. Stripping off his own clothes, he eased David's shorts off and 
tossed them away. When David went to remove his Starbucks shirt, Dave stopped him. 


"Leave it on" 


The older man glared at him but obediently dropped his hands to his sides. Stuffing a pillow beneath David's 
hips, Dave fetched the wrinkled bottle of lube. Soon, they'd be rich. Soon, they wouldn't have to worry where 


every last penny went. Soon, they'd be to make love more than once a week. 


Stretching out beside David, Dave took a moment to admire the older man. Hazel eyes stared at him and the 
corners of his mouth twitched upward. Wrinkles curled around them, David's yearws of life and wisdom 
shimmering from the depths of his soul. Fingers, strong and chapped with work, tickled down Dave's cheeks. He 
felt himself smile. 


"Hey," Dave softly smiled. 


David's eyes lit up. "Hey. Been a while, huh?" 

"Two weeks." 

"You miss it?" David asked. 

Dave stroked David's ribs and drew him in for a gentle kiss. "You know | do." 


David gasped against the kiss and Dave felt the older man part his legs a little more. Sliding his hand from 
David's ribs, Dave ducked his fingers between David's legs. He tickled his way along David's hard cock, following 
the gentle curve of it until his fingers were stroking over David's tight balls. 


When David sighed and arched his back, Dave deepened the kiss, his lips parting and his tongue darting over 
David's lips. Beneath him, David moaned quietly and draped an arm over Dave's shoulders. Dave knew that the 
older man thoroughly enjoyed being spoiled in bed. David had told stories of his ex, a man whose idea of sex 
was to fuck everyone but David. David had left when found himself traded in for a younger man, he had found 
himself out of the life where he'd paid for nothing. Yet, despite having not a dime to his name, David had felt 


free, weights lifted from his shoulders and the invisible collar unlocked from around his neck. 
"| love you," Dave murmured. 
David's fingers tightened in his hair. "Love you, too. So much." 


Dave's heart melted at David's sweet words. He pulled away just long enough to coat his fingers with lube. 
Gently he prepared David, his mouth catching each tiny gasp that passed the older man's lips. Slowly he moved 
himself between David's legs, never breaking the kiss as he did. Beneath him David sighed and rolled his hips, 
rubbing his erection against Dave's stomach. Wrapping a hand around his dick, Dave guided himself in to David. 
The older man let out a long sigh of satisfaction and he arched his neck for another kiss. 


Dave's heart exploded when David murmured, "Feels good having you in me." 
"Yeah?" 


"Yeah." David bucked his hips, taking Dave in deeper at the process. "Please, Dave, don't make me wait. It's been 
two really fuckin’ long weeks." 


Dave buried his face in David's neck and slid his hands under the other man's shoulders. Holding David close, he 
began to rock, his eyes closing as he savoured David's warm tightness. Dave knew his orgasm would soon be 
barrelling towards him, the two previous weeks having been too full of exhaustion to do anything other than 
sleep. But he was going to do right by David and spoil him in the million and one ways that David's ex hadn't. 
David may have had a life of leisure but he'd never, by his own admission, had the love he knew he deserved. 


Dave was that love, no matter how broke they were. 


"Not going to last long," he murmured. 
"I know. Just take it slow for a while. Please. | want to enjoy this moment.” 


Doing as he was asked, Dave gently rocked into David. The older man writhed on the bed, his hips rolling to 
meet Dave's and his warm breath kissing Dave's cheek David draped his arms around Dave's neck and his legs 
around Dave's waist. His voice was gentle and quiet, alternating between pleading and adoration in a way that 
made Dave melt. This was a man who loved him with every inch of his being. Neither of them had much, 
other than themselves, to offer to the other man. But they'd seen past the material side of their lives and 
love was all they needed. It may not buy a bigger apartment or newer clothes but it gave them the hope they 


needed to continue. 


When Dave's voice began to get louder and the bed springs began to squeak, David laughed softly and kissed 
his cheek. "Quiet, okay? | saw the Smiths come home earlier. Don't want to wake their baby. You remember 


what happened last time." 


Dave groaned at the memory. It was one that was going to delay his orgasm by several more minutes. The 
couple in the apartment below hadn't been parents for long. David and himself had commiserated with the 
young couple as the baby's cries had torn through paper thin floor. They'd gone at it like jack rabbits on the 
one night Dave had believed their neighbours to be away. They hadn't heard any footsteps on the old stairs. 
Hadn't heard muffled voices nor the ear piercing scream of a young baby. Only for their sleep deprived 
neighbours to be banging on the door five minutes later. The memory of opening the door while sporting a full 


erection was burned painfully into Dave's mind. 


Beneath him, David giggled softly and gave the corner of his mouth a kiss. For a moment, he lay still, obviously 


savouring having Dave in his arms. "One day you'll be able to scream." 
Pulling back, Dave rested on his elbows and gave David his crooked, happy smile. "One day, when we're rich." 


David's smile was warm and filled with love. "I'm already rich," he softly replied. 


